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Neighbors
helping neighbors is the theme in this adventure tale of love and
lust. The new couple next door require help moving in. A volunteer
construction worker agrees to help out, and the games, already in
progress, begin for real. Adult content.

 


Disclaimer

What follows is
a work of fiction. Any resemblance to persons living or dead is
purely coincidental. Places mentioned by name are entirely
fictitious and purely products of the author’s imagination, and are
not meant to bear resemblance to actual places or locations.
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One

 


 


NO ONE SAW THE
PEOPLE move in next door. In the morning, the guys
departed for work, tired and almost feeling hung over from the
nightly visits to their baby factories in the hospital. The nine
month long process was almost over but for the crying - literally -
that would soon take over the house.

So when someone knocked on the door late in the
evening of just one more extremely humid and hot summer day, Aaron
almost didn’t want to open it. When he did, a blast of cold air
rushed out of the house to envelope the young woman standing
there.

The first thing that drew Aaron’s attention was the
woman’s long blond hair pulled back in a braided pony tail capped
by a ball cap. It made her look cute.

The second thing he noticed were the woman’s nipples
sticking out from beneath her workout top. There was no bra under
it. By the look of it, Aaron figured she wouldn’t need one well
into the foreseeable future.

Aaron’s eyes continued their normal male
investigation and flicked to the woman’s crotch. The peach-colored
tights provided a glimpse of a nice trim little area. A
barely-visible, narrow, short-field runway traveled north and
south, pointed in the direction of the airport. He wondered how
busy the terminal building might be.

—Hi. I’m Vanda.

—Hello.

—I moved in next door just yesterday. The garage
door is stuck and I can’t get it up.

Aaron hoped she was more successful with the men in
her life, and smiled inwardly at the joke.

—Lead the way.

 


Aaron got a good look at the woman’s hard, tight ass
when she climbed the steps. Every single muscle was outlined and
enhanced by the fabric of her tights. Her outer thighs were
stellar, too, if he knew a thing or two about a woman’s thighs.

Vanda led him through the boxes and displaced
furniture to the garage. The only light came in through the
window.

—I don’t suppose you have a flashlight.

—I can’t find one in the disaster in the house. I’m
sure my husband packed one somewhere, though.

He pulled a ladder beneath the unit controlling the
door and climbed to investigate. The old pair of loose track pants
and what was in them rose higher, eventually ending up level with
the woman’s face.

—How long before your husband joins you?

—He should be here in two or three weeks. He’s off
doing business in some foreign country.

Vanda took one look at the multiple bulges in the
man’s shorts and almost fainted. It wasn’t from the heat. It wasn’t
because she was shy, either. She grabbed the ladder for support
with one hand and slipped the other under the shorts.

What she found shocked her.

—Mother of god. Don’t move a muscle. I want to do
all the work for you.

Vanda wrestled with one hand. She had to let go of
the ladder to get both hands around Aaron’s growing hardon. Finally
she had part of it out in the fresh air.

—You’re going to have to fuck me with that before
I’ll let you go back home.

Aaron slipped and almost tumbled off the ladder.

 


By the time Vanda managed to work Aaron’s cock out
of his shorts, it was half erect. Her eyes kept right on growing
along with it. She surrounded his cock with both hands and tried
pulling it down to her mouth. Aaron took a step down and she had
it.

Vanda’s mouth ended up on his cock so fast it looked
like it belonged there. She tasted his eager pre-come and
moaned.

—That’s a good boy. You like what you’re getting,
don’t you?

He didn’t answer. He was too busy watching the
woman’s mouth working at his mushroom head. That she had room for
all of it surprised him. That his pre-come was already running out
of it was a surprise, too.

The last time Aaron had some relief had been a week
ago. He’d been storing hard-ons and come ever since. When this
woman went to work on him with a fervor he hadn’t experienced for
quite some time, he was taken aback.

Vanda spit out Aaron’s cock like she had a fur ball
stuck in her throat. She spit on her hands and massaged the head of
his cock. She held it up with both hands and inspected her work.
She spit again, and his giant mushroom turned into a wet, slippery,
purple mess covered in saliva.

This time, when she opened her mouth, she was ready.
Eyes wide, mouth the same, she didn’t show any hesitation when she
engulfed the head of Aaron’s cock. She managed to keep it moving
past the depths of her wet, slippery throat.

Aaron remained standing, watching, looking, intent
on the woman as she performed cock to mouth resuscitation on him.
He wondered how she’d like it when he started the river of come
he’d kept stored for the past week.

He grunted and she grinned past her mouthful of his
cock.

—You taste good so far. Now give me something to
swallow. I’m tired of tasting the little bit you’ve given me up to
now.

For sure she’d have to find room to let it run past
his cock and out of her mouth.

 


 



 


 


Two




 


THE MINUTE THE
MAN opened his door, Vanda knew she’d like to know more.
He was older, but under the tight sweatshirt he had it going on in
the right places. The loose shorts he had on didn’t give her much
to look at from where she stood. Perhaps having him in front of her
at eye level would reveal more.

He agreed to come with her to see if he could get
the garage door working. When he climbed that ladder, she got the
look she wanted. Her jaw dropped at the sight of him bulging out of
his shorts. They could barely contain his cock.

Hung like a bull didn’t quite cover it. She smiled
inwardly, and doubted if anything would cover it. Involuntarily,
her jaw returned to its rightful place on her face. Her tongue
flicked around her lips and she shivered in wonderment.

Vanda knew her nipples were sticking out like pencil
erasers. Even so, she didn’t care. She didn’t care what the man
saw. All she cared about was what was under those shorts, and
whether he’d let her do what she was now fantasizing about doing to
that cock.

Even if all she did was get a look at it. That would
be enough.

For now.

In her mind Vanda clicked through a few of the
bigger cocks she’d seen covered by shorts or underwear. None came
close to this monster. Her jaw relaxed again, and spittle collected
at the corners of her mouth. She was practically drooling as she
thought of the possibilities.

She just knew that if she could get to it, cock
would be hers to enjoy.

 


Vanda’s half-closed eyes fixated. She couldn’t tear
them away. She thought about every cock she’d ever enjoyed sucking.
She thought about the loads of come that shot from the cocks she
enjoyed sucking. She knew she’d happily give all of it up to get
this thing in her mouth.

She became so entranced by the size of the bulge in
the shorts, she reached for the man’s cock before she even knew she
was doing it. When she realized her hand had taken on a life of its
own, she quickly pulled it back, mere inches short of its goal.

Vanda licked her lips and ignored the no, no, no in
her brain. She managed to push it aside and let thoughts of the
fact that she hadn’t had any cock in weeks win out. Her husband was
out of town. She had to prepare for the move on her own. She was
still weeks away from getting him back.

It’s not that she was an unfaithful woman. She was
happy with Richard. Dick, she called him. And dick he had. In huge
quantities that he allowed her to celebrate with in any way she
wanted. It’s true they’d both become a little bored with their sex
life in the past months, but they were working it out on their
own.

Still, she was developing an eye for the man in
front of her. Or, at least, an eye for the man’s cock. Which she
still hadn’t seen.

Perhaps it was a sock balled up in those shorts.

 


When Vanda permitted her hand to slip under the
shorts into the warmth between the man’s legs, she didn’t find any
balled-up socks. What greeted her was a cock almost double her
husband’s size - and his was no slouch.

Vanda’s eyes closed, trying to imagine everything
about it. How thick. How strong. The smell of it. The taste of it
in her mouth. All she succeeded in doing was getting her tights
wet. The peach color she was so bent on wearing this morning was
now an unholy dark, wet blotch between her legs.

The crotch of her tights clung to her wet pussy.
Every fold and ridge of her swollen outer lips stuck out, revealed
by the wet spot on the thin material. Even her clitoris pushed and
stood out, almost as far as one of her nipples.

She closed her thighs in a futile attempt to hide
what was happening to her. All she succeeded in doing was to rub
her clitoris against the material. The flow coming from between her
legs only increased.

So much for that idea, she thought.

Vanda surrendered to the fantasy running through her
mind. Her hand closed on the man’s shaft. Room in the shorts was at
a premium. Her fingers attempted to trace the fleshy outline. When
she couldn’t do that, she attempted to move it around in an effort
to locate the head.

 


 



 


 


Three




 


AARON MADE A
GRAB for the woman’s shoulders to keep from coming off the
ladder. It only succeeded in pulling her face into his crotch. Her
hands rushed to his rear to steady him. She didn’t move. She didn’t
push him away, either.

It felt to him as though she was nuzzling him.

Maybe she thought she was steadying him, preventing
him from taking a tumble from the ladder onto the hard concrete
garage floor. It felt like she was the one that wanted to tumble,
and not onto hard concrete.

He thought Vanda might want to tumble onto hard
cock.

Aaron was enjoying the attention this young woman
was giving him. He allowed her to keep using her hand to explore
under his shorts. Her fingers were cool against the heat he had
trapped there.

Vanda pulled her hand out and slipped it over the
top of his shorts. She had more room to explore. She was becoming
more urgent in her searching. Rough. Her nails scratched at him as
she searched for the head of his cock.

She sighed a number of times before finally pulling
her hand out of his pants.

—Goddamn it. Where is it?

—Where’s what?

—The head. Where’s the head?

Now he got it. She was so frustrated and hot for
cock that she couldn’t manage to get her hand on it.

—Well, I’ve got one up here. The other is down
here.

Aaron pulled down his shorts and his half-erect cock
broke free and slapped her in the face.

Shocked, Vanda stepped back too fast and almost
tripped over her own feet in her rush to get the cock back in front
of her.

It was all she could manage to do to just look at
it. Her slack-jawed mouth wouldn’t close. Saliva streamed past her
lower lip. Her breathing became more and more intense and ragged.
She was so close to it she could detect the man-stink on the cock.
What had been up to now a mere trickle of juices coming out of her
middle turned into an eager, soggy flow.

Her outer lips separated and engorged even further,
if that was possible.

Vanda turned around and dropped her tights. She
didn’t know it, but that was all Aaron needed to see the written
invitation to enter the swelling between her thighs. He didn’t
waste any time taking advantage of the vulnerability the woman
presented to him in all its flowering, swollen, soaking wet,
wide-open glory.

He aimed his cock with one hand and with the other
he positioned her hips exactly where he wanted them. She was putty
to the movement of his hand. No matter how light the touch, she
positioned herself exactly where she felt the pressure guide
her.

He brushed her outer lips with the tip of his huge
cock. He pulled away from her and the head came away sopping wet,
coated with the woman’s wet, shiny juices.

Vanda groaned as she recognized the so familiar
touch of big cock.

 


Aaron knew he wouldn’t be able to last for this
obviously cock-starved woman in his present state. He hadn’t fucked
anything in weeks. His last good orgasm was at least a week old. He
had had no place to put it, and it had ended up resembling a shot
in the dark.

He wanted to be sure he had this woman so on edge,
so turned on, so hot and bothered, that all she wanted was to get
his cock between her legs. Judging by the sounds she was trying to
make while he rubbed his cock all over her swollen pussy, he was at
least half-way there.

—Fuck me with it. Just fuck me. Stuff it in and fuck
me.

When he shoved it between the woman’s wet thighs, he
made sure to hit the base of her pussy and run the length of his
cock along the opening. The mushroom head brushed against her
clitoris. He kept on going with it, allowing the edge to pass over
the woman’s clit. When he pulled it back, that same edge tugged at
it. He let his cock stay there, pressing and tugging against
her.

Her hand pushed the head harderer against her. She
pushed against him so hard he could hardly move against it. Her
hips twitched.

—You bastard. Are you going to fuck me? I’m on the
edge.

Aaron ignored her and kept forcing his cock back and
forth, tugging at her clit.

—Fuck me, you son of a bitch. Stuff that thing of
yours in me and fuck me with it. Oh shit. I’m going to come.

Vanda came hard. Her entire body relaxed. Aaron
grabbed her to keep her off the floor. Still joined to her clitoris
with the head of his cock, he bent her over the hood of the car.
Her elbows collapsed, forcing her ass to push back against him.

All that succeeded in doing was to rub her clit even
harder against the mushroom head poking out from between her
legs.

Vanda couldn’t spread her legs. Aaron had his feet
on either side of hers. All she could do was bend her knees. That
didn’t help her, either.

She came again with Aaron’s cock between her legs.
It wasn’t exactly where she wanted it to be, but it would do for
now.

—Give it to me, you bastard. I’m not done coming
yet. Fuck me hard.

She arched her back and pushed back against him. She
reached one hand back to massage the part of the head that wasn’t
stuck against her clit. The rhythm she got into forced her into
another clitoral orgasm.

—You’re not even fucking me and I feel like more of
a woman than I’ve ever felt before.

—Do you want to get fucked, or are you just showing
off?

Vanda angrily squirmed out of his grasp and pushed
him away from her. She kicked her feet out of her tights and peeled
off her top. She jumped up on the hood of the car. Her ass was so
wet she immediately slid off of it.

Aaron lifted her back up and placed her knees over
his shoulders to keep her there.

—Now that you’ve got me in a position to fuck me,
what does it look like I want? I’m horny. I’m wet. My legs are
spread over your shoulders. I’m sticking out at you like a woman
with a pussy that wants to get fucked.

His erect cock stood up over her pussy. She looked
down at it towering above her belly.

—Do what you want to me. Whatever it is, I’ll take
it.

—You will. And you’ll like it, too.

Aaron gripped the shaft and directed his head
between her legs. Vanda raised her head as high as she could to
follow the path it took. She felt it slip between her lips. Her
head crashed back to the hood.

He had finally stuck that thing into her and she was
intent on enjoying every long, thick inch of it.

—That’s it. Fuck me with it. Come on. All the way.
All the way!

He held off. Vanda reached for his hips to hurry
him.

—You want it all at once?

—Yes.

She gasped twice, grabbed her ankles and spread her
knees as far apart as she could get them. By the time she got
herself into position to take all of the cock, she was moaning so
loud Aaron was afraid of being heard next door.

 


—God. Oh god. Just. Just. Fuck. Fuck me.

Aaron stopped moving. He was getting close
himself.

Vanda reached for the base of his cock and felt the
throbbing.

—You’re close. It’s all right. You fucked me enough
to keep me quiet for a week. I want you to come now. It’s your
turn. Give me your come. Just come in me, all right?

Aaron’s hips began to buck uncontrollably. Vanda’s
grip tightened on the base of his cock.

—That’s it. I can feel it starting.

She rocked her hips in time with his, matching him
thrust for thrust.

—Yes, it’s coming, isn’t it? I can feel it with my
hand.

She milked the base of the cock with her
fingernails. Aaron groaned.

—That’s it. Come for me. Come in me. I can feel your
cock throbbing between my legs.

He grunted a final time and he came in a hard,
thrusting push into her.

Vanda grunted and accepted it.

—Oh my god. I can feel you squirting into my
pussy.

She squealed at the realization.

—On my god. Oh my god. I never felt anything like
that before. I never felt that before. Never. Oh yes. It’s good.
Good.

She kissed him full on the mouth. At the same time,
her vagina began to contract around the head of Aaron’s cock. Vanda
and Aaron orgasmed together, in perfect sync with each other.

Vanda’s entire body relaxed in her sexual flush. She
didn’t realize that Aaron wasn’t finished.

She rolled her hips off the hood and he slipped out
of her. She slid to the floor and went down on her knees. Aaron
gripped his cock and directed the spurting tip to cover her with
the streams of come still shooting out of it.

Vanda didn’t stop squealing until she got the cock
in her mouth. She took him so deep in one giant gulp that he ended
up emptying himself into her.

She didn’t have to swallow. She held him there, and
permitted him to pump come straight past her throat and into her
stomach.

Aaron collapsed onto the hood of the car. Vanda was
left with his balls hanging in her face. She dropped her jaw and
sucked the whole of one of Aaron’s testicles into her mouth in one
gulp.

He came again and shot his load all over the
car.

 


 



 


 


Four




 


CLOTHES PILED
UP on the dusty garage floor. Vanda climbed up on Aaron
and he carried her into the house on his cock. She grunted with
every step, feeling the man’s cock and his rhythm in her with every
move he made.

—Put me down anywhere. I want you to fuck me
again.

He stayed connected and lowered the woman onto the
carpet. By the time he had dumped in her, came in her, fucked her
and sucked her, the woman was covered in carpet burns on her back
and ass. Come ran out of her pussy and left a huge wet spot
behind.

—The bedroom is up the stairs.

She wrapped her hand around his cock and tugged him
all the way.

Vanda didn’t make it to the bedroom. She halted
before the top of the stairs and got down on her hands and
knees.

—Take me. Just take me. Take me whenever you
want.

Aaron plunged into her and managed to push her up
the stairs with his cock stuck in her pussy, fucking her doggy
style. Again and again. Come rained out of him and filled her
between her legs. Every time she crawled a step forward, it ran
from her like a river down her thighs to her knees and onto the
steps and the floor.

By the time Aaron stopped taking her, her knees had
carpet burns, too.

 


Aaron wouldn’t stop giving it to the woman. He
pushed back in and Vanda managed to let him fuck her on their way
to the bedroom, still on hands and knees. It was all she could do
to pull herself up off her knees and climb onto the bed. Aaron’s
cock was still sticking out of her.

Her multiple orgasms began.

When her body stopped spasming, silent tears began
running down her face. She turned into a complete rag doll, unable
to hold herself up. She collapsed in a heap with Aaron’s hard cock
still in her.

—Have you had enough?

—No. Yes. For now. Yes. Will you come back? Have you
had enough? Fuck me again if you want to. I’ll let you.

He popped his cock out of her. A loud sucking sound
followed it.

—Try the garage door. If it doesn’t work, you know
where to find me.

 


Paul had busied himself making dinner in Aaron’s
absence.

—Jesus, man, you smell like a giant pussy. Where the
hell have you been?

—It’s probably my clothes. I pulled them out of the
wash bin.

Paul drove them to the hospital for their nightly
visit. On the way by, Aaron looked into Vanda’s yard. The garage
door was open. Vanda was in a bikini, bent over the hood of her
car. She was washing it. He grinned. From what he could see of the
woman, he knew he’d be back.

He already knew she’d let him do anything he wanted
to her.

 


 



 


 


Five




 


NO SOONER HAD
ARRON AND PAUL RETURNED than a knock and an open door
revealed Vanda.

—Can you help me? My door doesn’t work.

Aaron closed the door and allowed the girl to lead
him for a second time.

—What’s the problem this time?

Inside, Vanda turned to him.

—I’m not sure. I think it might need lube.

He took a better look at the woman. She wasn’t very
old - probably younger than Emily. Her body was hard - all of
it.

—I need to know where to lube. Take off your
clothes.

Vanda dropped the short skirt and pulled the blouse
over her head. She was naked except for high sandals.

—I like a woman with easy access. Next time, take it
off when you get inside the door. Even better, text me and you’d
better be naked by the time I get here. Now turn around. I want to
look at you.

Aaron’s eyes liked the look in the sandals. They
emphasized her calves. Her hard, tight little ass stuck out just
right. Her thighs were taut. Her breasts didn’t come anywhere near
sagging. The nipples were smallish, but they got as hard as rocks
when he pinched them.

He slapped her hard on her fine, young ass. Her
breasts quivered and her cheek turned a bright red. He slapped the
other one just as hard.

—Bend over.

Vanda spread her feet, pointed her ass in his
direction, and grabbed onto her ankles. She was beginning to swell
just a bit between her legs.

—That’s nice. I like it when you expose yourself to
me like that. Try to do it more often.

She sat down of the sofa and pulled her ankles to
either side of her ass.

—You like this, too?

Vanda’s swollen outer lips were thick and fully
retracted. Her thinner inner lips and her opening was completely
exposed. Her clitoris beamed a nice light pink, just enough to
emphasize it against the rest of her. He circled it with a finger
and inserted two fingers into her.

Vanda moaned.

—Do you like that?

She covered herself with the palm of her hand and
pushed it against herself. When she pulled her hand away, it made a
sucking sound.

Aaron grabbed it and licked it clean.

—Now I’m going to do that to your pussy. Sit back
and tell me if I’m not doing it right.

Vanda never said a word for at least an hour. It was
all she could do to shriek and moan. When Aaron finished with her,
the sofa under the girl’s ass was soaking wet from his saliva and
her juices.

—If you want me to fuck you, you’ll have to say so.
I can’t read your mind, even if your nipples are stuck out and your
cunt is soaking in itself.

—My cunt is soaking wet, and you know it. It’s still
written all over your fucking face from licking it. Your cock is so
fucking hard I’m going to have to cut those pants off of you to get
at it, and if you don’t fuck me like the last time, you might as
well go straight home.

—As you wish.

Aaron slowly took off his pants and let his cock
slap his belly. Vanda gasped at the size and the sound and laid
back on the sofa. He grabbed her ankles and yanked her down off the
cushions. She screamed. He rammed into her. She screamed again, but
not in surprise this time.

—How’s this for last time, my little fuck bitch?

Her legs came off the sofa and spread as wide as
they could without help. Her ass came with them in order to meet
his cock full-on, and Vanda happily took every hard, thick
inch.

 


The horny little bitch had a body, that was certain.
She wasn’t shy about showing it off, either. He began spending as
much time as he could with her in the house. He followed the bare
skin she presented him with into every corner.

She didn’t even pull the blinds. He didn’t care.

He took her whenever he felt like it and even when
he didn’t, just because he could. Vanda never said no. He took her
in every room, on every piece of furniture, every rug, every
carpet, every bathroom, every step upstairs.

He was like a dog leaving his scent to mark his
territory.

He caught her cleaning herself after a particularly
large come dump he unloaded into her.

—Don’t ever do that again. I like to see my come
running out of you.

Vanda never wiped his come off again.

The scent of the woman drove Aaron crazy. He’d get
home, and only a few minutes later he’d be half hard thinking about
the woman.

She’d answer the door naked, flop onto her back
before it even closed, and grab her ankles to put her pussy on
display. She was just as wet with fresh juices as he was hard. He
slipped in with no resistance, her feet came off the floor, crossed
over his back and they were fucking each other like rabbits.

All he thought about was her fine, tight ass the
whole time. He had nothing to lose. Next time, he’d go for it.

 


Vanda was busy sucking his cock, switching off with
his balls.

—Do have any lube?

—Lube? I’ve never needed lube with you from the very
first time. You make me so fucking wet that I can’t dry out. I’m
going to have chapped pussy lips by the time my husband gets
here.

—I want to fuck you in the ass.

—I thought you’d never ask.

Vanda got down on her hands and knees and thrust her
fine ass in the air.

—Take me there.

Aaron jerked off on her for lube and his cock slid
into her ass like it knew the way and had been there before.

Vanda went down on her stomach. Her ass tightened
and he started to come. She shook her hips and he came again.

—Now come on me.

He pulled the cock out of her ass still squirting.
She grabbed the shaft and pointed it at her face. Come ran down to
her breasts and dripped off of her nipples towards her pussy.

—I don’t know what I’m going to do when my husband
gets home. He’s no substitute for you.

Aaron was getting used to the convenience of his
neighbor. Not to mention, he loved fucking her.

Vanda sat back on her ass.

—Ouch. I’m sore there.

—Well no wonder, you greedy bitch. You took my cock
up it in one big gulp.
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PAUL WAS
GROWING MORE SUSPICIOUS of Aaron’s frequent absences from
the house. The man disappeared right after he got home from work
and didn’t show up until it was time to go to the hospital to see
the girls.

Then, when it became time to settle in for the
night, he disappeared again. He returned in the wee hours of the
morning. Weekends were another matter entirely. Aaron left the
house first thing in the morning. He made his own way to the
hospital, visited briefly, and left again.

He didn’t know where he went.

Then, one night when he happened to be looking out
the upstairs window, he saw Aaron coming through the hedge from the
house next door.

That’s interesting, he thought. Now who could
be living there? He thought it was a couple that had moved in.

The next time Aaron left the house, Paul ran
upstairs to watch from the window.

Sure enough, Aaron cut through the hedge and opened
the patio door on the house beside theirs. An arm grabbed for his
crotch and pulled him inside. The door never closed.

He followed the trail left by Aaron. When he got to
the open door, he looked in. Aaron’s cock was in the process of
being stuck into a completely naked woman who couldn’t have been
more than twenty.

She waved her high-heeled clad feet in the air like
a green flag at an auto race. He wondered what it might take to get
her to wave the checkered flag.

He eased the door open and went in to get a better
look. He told himself it was to find out what was going on before
passing judgment. In truth, he wanted to get a close-up look at the
hardbelly Aaron was pounding into the floor.

The girl had a good body. Her tits barely budged as
Aaron nailed her tight little ass to the floor. Small nipples, but
probably hard as diamonds. The girl’s ass definitely looked nice
and firm.

Damned if Aaron didn’t have him some prime young
pussy who looked as though she loved letting the man fuck her.

 


 

Paul retraced his steps. Back at the house and in
bed, he thought about what he had witnessed. Obviously, there was
prime hardbelly begging for cock next door. Had he been first to
discover it, he’d probably be sunk up to his balls in it, too,
especially with that ass that rivaled Emily’s.

He vowed to bring the subject up with Aaron at
breakfast.

Paul drifted off to sleep daydreaming about a little
blond hardbelly strutting her stuff naked, while wearing high
heels.

Come breakfast, Aaron wasn’t anywhere to be found.
Paul thought he must have left early for work until he saw his car
still in the driveway. He went next door via the shortcut and
quietly entered the house through the door he used last night.

Moving boxes were scattered around the rooms. Most
were still full. Some were dumped on their sides with the contents
spilling out and broken. Others were piled haphazardly, as though
someone had searched through them in a frantic search for
something.

A hammer and a circular saw lay in a pile of sawdust
in the kitchen. A bag of nails sat on the counter.

Paul followed the trail upstairs until he heard a
woman begging. He stopped mid-flight and listened.

—More. Moremoremoremore. No. Up. Up. That’s it.
Right there right there. Now turn me. Turn me!

The last was a command.

—Please. Please. Turn turn turn. Oh god. I’m coming.
Let me down let me down let me down. Now now now.

Paul slowly approached the room not knowing what to
expect. He hadn’t heard a male voice. Aaron might not even be here.
If he wasn’t, he didn’t want to get shot just for being a nosy
neighbor.

He eased his head around the door and looked into
the room.

He couldn’t believe his eyes.

 


Paul turned around and hurried downstairs as quietly
and as quickly as he could. He closed the patio door, hurried
through the hedge and drove to work as fast as he could. When he
arrived in his office, he had no memory of getting there.

At least now he knew where Aaron was spending all of
his free time.

When Paul left the office, he stopped at the
hospital to see the women. Any day now, there would be two babies
in their household. He didn’t think Wendy, Rebecca and Emily would
be cutting Aaron any slack as far as stepping out next door
went.

In fact, he had already decided that Aaron just
might lose his testicles, one at a time, along with a good portion
of his now-happy dick, if any of them found out the shit he was
pulling with the blond bimbo next door.

When they asked, he told them all that Aaron had to
work late.

 


 



 


 


Seven




 


PAUL DIDN’T LET
ON that he knew about Aaron’s little fling happening next
door. Instead, he began with innocent questioning and jumped right
in.

—I heard we have some new neighbors.

He watched Aaron for any reaction.

—I think they moved in a week ago or so, didn’t
they? I’ve got to go. I have to be at work early.

Aaron’s car disappeared down the street.

Paul had no idea what he’d do next. Somehow, he had
to get Aaron out of whatever he had gotten himself into before the
women found out.

 


Aaron parked on a side street and hurried on his way
to Vanda’s. He quickened his pace when he thought about the woman
waiting for him.

He couldn’t get enough of the hard-bodied little
thing. Whatever it was about her, it had him by his balls - and
everything else attached to his body. That the girl had a body that
didn’t quit helped, too. He couldn’t get enough of it.

When she disrobed for him, he couldn’t tear his eyes
away from what she revealed with every article of clothing she
tossed aside. When she dropped her bra, it was the only thing that
fell. Her perfect, firm breasts didn’t move an inch.

When she raised her skirt, he coveted the fine,
shapely legs underneath. If she had stay-ups on, that made it even
harder for him to ignore her. He loved the contrast of the dark
tops against her tan, smooth thighs.

Vanda liked wearing low-rise panties. Those were the
biggest turn-on of all. When she ran around with nothing on but a
bra and those panties, it made him crazy. And when he let it slip
during one of his weaker moments, Vanda made certain that she had a
pair of those panties on under her skirt.

Her color combinations were endless.

Except for black. He liked her to reveal the curve,
the folds, the wet between her legs. Black underwear didn’t do that
well. Black revealed nothing. There was no contrast.

His hungry eyes loved to devour the woman’s body.
She’d stand in front of him, legs just so, breasts pointed right at
him, hips jutting, legs parted, and with a Just fuck me
look. Her hands would rest on her hips.

He’d take off his pants and her eyes would widen and
stare at the ever-growing cock coming to a full erection. He’d
squeeze it so she could watch the head enlarge. Sometimes he’d jerk
off for her. When he did that, her bra came off and she waited
patiently for him to come over her breasts.

She’d rub it in and lick her fingers when she
finished.

Sometimes, he’d walk up to her and tear the panties
off. He’s throw her on the floor or the sofa or bend her over the
boxes and take her and take her and take her.

When Vanda knew he was on his way over, often she’d
be naked and ready for him. She’d lie back right in front of the
door, sometimes with her panties on, waiting to ambush him. He’d
tear them off and just fuck her, right there.

The first time he took her that way, she managed to
kick the door closed with a foot. She never bothered to do it
again. She just wanted his cock in her.

And in her it was. Anywhere. Everywhere. There
wasn’t a pile of boxes, a chair, a sofa, a table, a bed, a
bathroom, a window where he didn’t take her. He’d come in her, and
only minutes later he was going at her again.

If she wasn’t on her knees slobbering on the
testicle she sucked into her mouth, she was on her back, or her
side, or her stomach. If she sat in a chair, her pantie-clad crotch
was revealed to him by legs spread wide.

If she was naked, she sat with her knees up, playing
with herself until her swollen lips opened. She’d end up begging
for his cock between them.

When Aaron’s attention would briefly wander
elsewhere, she’d bend and grab her ankles with her center pointed
right at him. He could never resist that. His cock would slide into
the girl, greedy for her cunt, with absolutely no resistance
whatsoever. He’d stand behind her and just fuck her until one of
the other collapsed in orgasmic frenzy.

He liked it when she climbed up on his cock. When
she orgasmed, her stomach would flex in time with the contracting
cunt she possessed. She would turn around on him. He liked looking
at her inner lips wrapped around his thick cock. When she came in
that position, he knew her stomach still contracted, but her hips
visibly clenched, trying to grab at his erupting cock.

Vanda let him come on her any time he wanted. He
wanted a lot. Her breasts, her belly, her hips, her ass, her
thighs, her knees, everywhere and anywhere ended up dripping with
come. Sometimes, she didn’t wash him off of her until the next
day.

He knew, because she had that smell about her, that
well-fucked look, the cock-hungry gaze at his hard dick. He kissed
her, and he could taste himself from the day or the night before.
He licked her fingers, and he could taste the juice from between
her legs all over them.

All he wanted to do was fuck her or come on her.

She let him, because all she wanted to do was get
that cock in her as hard as she could make it and for as long as
she could take it.

She learned she could make it any time she wanted
it, and she could take it for a very long time.

The horny, cock-hungry little bitch Aaron had
ignited in her was finally happy.

 


Vanda hunted through the piles of boxes that she
still hadn’t unpacked, searching. She spilled the contents in
haphazard piles on the floor. She never put it back, never placed
the contents where they might belong, never piled the items neatly
until they could be put away properly.

She was too busy encouraging Aaron’s huge cock to
enter one of her available holes. It didn’t take much. She knew her
body was her weapon with that man. She cock-teased him incessantly,
even as she was wetter than a bathtub full of water every time he
entered her house.

She even dreamed about fucking him. She knew,
because sometimes she woke up in a sweaty, wet puddle of her own
juices. More often than not, though, it was a puddle of Aaron’s
come mixed with her juice running out of her pussy.

When she finally found what she was looking for, she
went in search of her husband’s power tools. That’s when she
remembered that her husband was due to arrive any day. She checked
her calendar, counted days, and, completely by accident, found out
why she might have missed her period.

 


 



 


 


Eight




 


AARON SCRATCHED
HIS HEAD over Vanda’s request, but he stopped at the
lumber store and picked up what she had requested. He backed into
the driveway and unloaded.

Inside, Vanda, in her usual hip-hugger panties,
see-through bra and high-heeled sandals, stood at the island in the
kitchen. She was flipping through drawings for something.

She came out from behind the island, revealing a
dark pair of silky stay-ups covering her long legs. She stopped,
turned, and bent while sliding her panties down to her ankles.

Aaron couldn’t get his hardon out of his shorts fast
enough. He was forced to unbutton and unzip and drop his shorts
before he could expose himself to this sex-machine bent over in
front of him.

Vanda squealed in delight as Aaron’s hard, thick
head entered her with no resistance. She pushed back, wiggled,
moaned and let the cock unload into her with nary a glance
backward. She smiled to herself at how easy it had become to get
this man into her any time she wanted it.

Aaron’s copious flood of semen began to exit and run
down the back of her thighs. Vanda straightened and his cock oozed
out of her along with his come. She permitted the fat head to
linger for just a moment, surrounded by her swollen lips. Then she
took a step forward, and his cock shifted up to brush against her
ass.

She beat a hasty retreat to the opposite side of the
island.

That’s a first, Aaron thought to himself. She
must want something. Even he knew she could lead him around by his
cock.

Vanda was still flushed from letting Aaron come in
her. She became even more excited as she showed him the plans. She
didn’t explain anything.

—Can you build it?

—Probably. It doesn’t look complicated.

—I’ll do something special for you when you’re
done.

He considered for a moment. There wasn’t an open
orifice on her body in which she hadn’t prevented him from letting
his cock or his come leave a deposit. He didn’t hold out hope for
too much of a surprise.

Vanda jumped up and sat on the island. She pulled up
her legs and showed off her pussy. His come still ran out of it. He
tried to ignore the sight of the woman’s wet pussy and instead took
another look at the plans.

They didn’t look all that complicated.

Aaron began construction of the frame, taking breaks
to fuck Vanda when he felt like it, or when she felt like it. They
both felt like it a lot.

It was dark by the time he finished. Vanda helped
carry the sections upstairs to the bedroom. As a reward, she
dropped to her knees in front of Aaron and sucked him off. When he
started to come, she spit his cock out and jerked him off all over
her breasts.

—I’m pregnant.

—What?

—It’s time for you to go.

She dropped his still-hard cock and left him
dangling.

—I’ll call you.

She didn’t bother to wipe his come off. Instead, she
played with it, allowing his come to cool on her breasts. She left
the thick globs to congeal. At the beginning of their relationship,
she had wiped him off of her. As as she grew to enjoy the huge
dumps he shot into and on her, she stopped doing even that.

Vanda liked being Aaron’s come dumpster.

 


Aaron hurried through the hedge and into the house.
Panic was writ large across his face. He searched frantically for
leftover pee-sticks in every bathroom in the house. He finally
found two.

It was all he could do to draw a breath by the time
he got back up the stairs to Vanda. He caught her in the bedroom,
still rubbing what was left of his come over her breasts.

—Are you bringing me more?

She pushed herself up on the bed and lifted her
legs. Her arms moved to welcome him. She spread her knees and
shifted her hips to point her pussy in his direction.

—Come on, then. Give it to me. You can come in me as
quick as you want.

He unwrapped both of the sticks and pulled the woman
into the bathroom.

—Pee on them both at the same time.

She took her own sweet time to begin. Rather than
rush into it, she reached for Aaron’s cock and forced one of his
testicles into her mouth. That’s all it took for him. His cock
swelled to its full length. He gripped his shaft and started
stroking. She lent both of her hands to help with the blessing she
knew she would be receiving.

With one hand on his cock head and the other
gripping his scrotum, they helped one another to milk the cock for
the come she had grown so hot to have.

Vanda pushed his testicle out of her mouth with her
tongue.

—Let me know when you get close.

Now that she had full access to both of Aaron's
balls, it didn’t take her long to get what she had to have. Aaron
grunted, she gave one last tug to his ball sack, and reached to put
the pee sticks between her legs.

She waited.

Aaron’s burst of come forced itself down his long,
thickly veined shaft to stream out of the huge opening. Vanda
directed it onto her breasts. She managed to take several squirts
into her open mouth. She couldn’t swallow fast enough, and the head
of his cock wasn’t close enough for her to lean forward and
suck.

The come dripped off of her breasts and down her
abdomen to between her legs. She let go with her pee stream. As she
watched Aaron’s huge cock pump the load over her, she almost forgot
why she was there in the first place.

She positioned the sticks into her own stream and
bathed them. When she finished, Aaron’s come was thick on her hand.
It drooled onto the sticks from her breasts in long, thick
strands.

Aaron was still shooting over her. She squealed,
held up both sticks in triumph and set them aside. Without so much
as as a word, she took a huge breath of air, opened her mouth and
dropped her jaw as far as she could.

Aaron’s cock stopped at the back of her throat and
continued squirting come down the willing opening. Vanda never had
to swallow. She let him stay there, squirting and squirting his
load directly into her stomach.

When he finished fucking her mouth, he pulled out,
still dripping. Strings of Vanda’s saliva drooped onto her tits and
mixed with come. She rubbed his cock over them and mixed it with
what was already there.

She stood up without wiping. Aample amounts of
Aaron’s stringy come ran down her leg. Aaron was too involved in
looking at the sticks. He never even noticed.

Aaron reached for the sticks, lifted Vanda, and
carried her to the fuck basket hanging over the bed.

 


He secured her hands in the velvet-covered cuffs.
She fought to keep her ankles free of the restraints, but one at a
time, he managed to get the buckles fastened.

—Undo my ankles. You know how I like to work my legs
when you’re fucking me.

He didn’t answer. Instead, he grabbed her ankles and
shifted her in the basket to line her bottom up with the basket’s
bottom webbing. He readjusted the wrist and ankle restraints.

Vanda hung in the web of straps from the wood frame
she had helped Aaron construct. It was the first time for both of
them.

—How does it feel? Is anything digging into you or
cutting off your circulation?

Vanda wiggled her fingers and toes. She had a bit of
movement in her ankles and wrists, but not enough to unfasten
anything.

—Try shifting your bottom around.

The basket began to swing back and forth like a
playground swing.

—It’s all right. How does it look from your
side?

Aaron climbed onto the bed directly under Vanda. He
moved his head under her bottom and looked up. Vanda’s bottom and
her pussy were hanging like a piñata at a birthday party.

A huge-ass grin worked it’s way across his face.

He adjusted the straps on the basket to put her
pussy more in line with where he thought it should be. He reached
for it and began to run his fingers along the outer lips. At his
touch, moisture seeped out of her.

—Don’t stop, sweetie. I like it too much.

—I have some errands to run. I’ll be back in a
bit.

He got off the bed and stopped at the door for a
final quick check of his handiwork.

—You fucker. You can’t leave me here. What if my
husband sees me like this?

—He won’t be here for at least another four
days.

—You bastard. You cocksucker. Get me out of this
contraption.

—You’re the cocksucker. I’m the cocksuckee. I’ll be
back before you know it.

 


 



 


 


Nine




 


ARRON ALLOWED
MORE THAN a couple of hours to lapse before returning to
the house to check on Vanda. She was furious. Screaming, pleading,
begging, anything to get Aaron to release her from the basket
cage.

She cried and begged and cursed and when she ran out
of swear words, she went back to begging.

—Please let me out. I’ll do anything for you. I’ll
do anything to you. Anything you want. Please.

Aaron had been getting bored with Vanda’s constant
whiny, needy fucking and the other pleasures Vanda offered him.
He’d already filled every hole she presented to him with copious
quantities of come. Every single one had been flooded, overrun,
filled, emptied, filled again.

She’d fucked and sucked and jerked and bit and
scratched and begged and pleaded for cock. She ended up getting it
every time.

It was his turn now.

—I’ll let you out.

—Oh Aaron. Thank you. Thank you.

—When I’m good and ready. Would you like a drink of
water?

—Yes.

—You forgot something.

—Yes. Please.

He doused Vanda with water and allowed her to drink
the rest of the bottle. She sucked and slurped at it the same way
she went at his cock.

Only temporarily sated by the water, Vanda began her
struggles anew. Still unable to free herself from the bonds Aaron
had used to secure her in the basket, she continued her
struggle.

She should have realized by now that she couldn’t
escape the device on her own.

Aaron undressed and positioned himself beneath her
on the bed. He grabbed the control ropes and lowered Vanda in the
basket.

—What are you doing? Are you going to let me
out?

He rhythmically stroked his cock to its fullest
swollen glory. He reached for Vanda’s pussy. She was dry as a bone.
Her hips bucked, still restrained by the harness and unable to move
more than an inch.

He touched her again. This time, she didn't
move.

He licked a finger and circled her clit. She began
to moisten. He stopped. He didn’t want to spoil her.

—Don’t stop. I like it.

He knew all about that, too. He lowered the basket
closer to his face and stuck out his tongue. When he was satisfied
with the height, he tied it off.

He wrapped a scarf around her eyes. He checked it
twice to be sure she couldn’t see anything.

 


Aaron stuck out his tongue and tested Vanda’s pussy.
He licked her opening and tried inserting his tongue into it. He
moved on to her clit and circled it. When he tired of that, he
nuzzled her with his nose.

Unable to move, strapped in and literally hung out
to dry, Vanda could only make known her objections with words. She
didn’t do that. She didn’t object to anything Aaron did to her so
far.

She settled in, accepted her plight, and wondered
what would come next.

Aaron continued to lick her pussy until he managed
to get a taste of her juice. He smacked his lips. He would be
enjoying this.

He flicked his tongue back and forth over her clit.
One at a time, his tongue swept the length of her plainly visible
and very swollen outer lips. Even her smaller inner lips displayed
themselves in all their glory.

—Your pussy is absolutely beautiful. Probably the
most beautiful I’ve ever seen.

Vanda didn’t respond.

He went back to working her pussy over with his
tongue. When he finished, she was a soggy, dripping mess that ran
right into his open mouth.

—I want you to know that I’m drinking from you right
now. It’s the best drink I’ve ever tasted.

She squirmed, and the basket rocked gently back and
forth. Her pussy lined up perfectly with the motion. All Aaron had
to do was stick out his tongue and the length of her pussy
automatically passed back and forth across it.

Vanda moaned a long, drawn-out sound every single
time.

Aaron stroked his cock in rhythm to the motion of
the basket. When he was satisfied, he raised Vanda in the harness.
He tied it off so that the tip of his cock touched her clit and
brushed against the opening of her pussy.

Vanda began groaning. She knew it was his cock. It
had to be.

—Stuff it in me. Fuck me. I want you to. Do it. Do
me.

He continued ignoring the woman. He raised the
basket another foot. He stroked his cock to orgasm. He directed the
huge, powerful streams of ejaculate at Vanda’s pussy. The long,
warm, strings of come blasted and splattered between her legs,
covering her cunt and dripping down her ass-crack.

—You’re coming on me. I can feel it. Oh god, Aaron,
I love it so much. I love you so much.

Whoa. Where did that come from?

He shifted his cock to point at her lovely, firm
little ass and blasted it, too. When he finished, come dripped from
her bottom like rainwater flooding across a flat tin roof, minus
the sound effects.

It was time to get down to business.

 


Aaron grabbed the ropes. He held his cock with one
hand and lowered Vanda with the other. When she was centered over
him, he slowly lowered her to permit her pussy to engulf the head
of his cock.

She couldn’t move on it. All she could do was try to
rock back and forth. Her cunt made squishing sounds. Huge amounts
of her juices flowed out from between her legs.

Through it all, Vanda never uttered a sound. All
Aaron could hear was her labored breathing.

He dropped the basket another inch. Vanda groaned.
More of her juices gushed out and drained down Aaron’s long shaft
to his balls.

He dropped her the final inches onto his cock. Vanda
screamed and started to come. A huge squirt shot out of her and
splashed against the wall. When she emptied and stopped, she began
to cry. She couldn’t help it. She had no control left. Tears rained
out of her onto Aaron.

Aaron raised her to the tip of his cock and dropped
her again. This time, she slid all the way down his giant hardon.
Her pussy expanded and pushed against the wall of her stomach. Her
orgasm contracted inside her and the walls of her cunt sucked
Aaron’s cock just like her mouth had so many times before.

—Ooooooooooh. Oh. Oh. Oh. Here it comes. Here it
comes.

Vanda came again in one long stream of squirt. Her
hips bucked. Her legs spasmed. She couldn’t catch her breath.

—Here it comes. Here it comes. Oh. Oh.

She erupted in another huge stream.

Aaron twirled the basket and Vanda twirled like a
top mounted on his cock. She couldn’t stop coming. Aaron wouldn’t
let her.

Oh. Oh. Here it comes. Here it comes. God. Stop me.
Stop it. I can’t. You can’t. Oh. Oh. Here it comes.

She couldn’t stop herself. Finally, she gave in.

—Who owns you now?

He kept on spinning her over his cock. He was
getting dizzy just watching her.

—You. youyouyououououuu

—Who? I didn’t understand you.

Vanda took a huge breath. Just as she answered him
for the second time, she orgasmed again. She screamed louder than
Aaron had ever heard her scream.

—Aaron Aaron it’s you. All you. My cunt is yours.
Your cunt. Your cunt. I’m your cunt. Take it. Take me. Do anything
you want to me. I’ll be yours. I’ll be yours from now on. No other
man will ever fuck me again.

The words tumbled out of Vanda’s mouth so fast he
couldn’t understand her.

—Fuck me. Fuck me. Come in me. Come in me. Where’s
the sticks? Show me the sticks. On god. Oh god I can’t
stop.Stop.

Aaron picked up the sticks from the table and handed
them to her. He tore off her blindfold to let her see for herself.
He couldn’t look.

—Aaron. Aaron. I’m pregnant. You fucked me into a
baby. I’m going to have your baby.

He twirled her faster and faster until she passed
out in the middle of another orgasm.

Aaron got up from the bed and dressed in a hurry.
What the hell, he thought. He’d come back in an hour and
start all over with the cunt in the basket. After all, she had
managed to scream that she was his and his alone.

The man standing in the bedroom doorway had other
ideas.

—Who the fuck are you? What are you doing to my
wife?

It didn’t look like the man had a gun. Aaron didn’t
need to be told twice how lucky he was. He looked up at Vanda
hanging in the basket. He looked back at the man.

—You must be Richard.

He stuck out his hand.

—I’m your next door neighbor.

He never mentioned his name.

—I heard screaming coming from the house. The back
patio door was open so I came in to see if everyone was all right.
I must have arrived just minutes before you.

Aaron’s hands began to shake uncontrollably. He hid
them in his pockets.

—Do you have any idea how to get my wife out of that
contraption? What the hell is it, anyway?

Aaron helped the man lower his wife to the bed. She
was covered in come, his come, from head to pussy to toe. She
reeked of Aaron’s stink and her own musky juices. He took a last
look at the amazing body that wouldn’t quit. It was too bad he
would have to quit it cold turkey. He was just getting her trained
to respect the man she loved by spreading her legs with
enthusiasm.

—I think that’s all I’ll need. Thanks.

Aaron almost ran down the steps. He had fucked the
man’s wife on her hands and knees on every one of them. He hurried
past the living room furniture covered in dried come and copious
amounts of Vanda’s pussy juice.

He ran out the door and disappeared through the
hedge.

He felt lucky to be alive.

 


 



 


 


Ten




 


AARON KNEW HE
HAD ESCAPED by the hair on his oversized testicles. In
fact, he thought he saw a couple of his hairs on Vanda’s mouth as
he was lowering her down into her husband’s arms. He’d be missing
that little bit of horny-for-cock fluff.

God damn, but it was that close of a call. He was
lucky he didn’t end up getting caught. Or worse.

Over the next few days Vanda knocked on the door a
couple of times. She tried to get him into the house on some slim
pretext of a stuck door, or a plugged pipe. Her offer was
tempting.

—I’ll suck your cock. You can fuck me after, Aaron.
You can do anything you want to me. Just come for me.

—Is your old man fucking you like I fucked you? I
don’t hear any screaming going on over there.

—No. No one ever fucked me the way you did.

—I own your cunt, don’t I? Now go home and
masturbate. I want to hear you coming.

Vanda never showed up at the door again.

When he learned her child had been born, he wondered
if the baby was his.

 


Aaron fell back into the easy routine of visiting
the girls with Paul. The two were expected to go into labor within
a couple of days of each other. As it turned out, they went into
labor and bore their children on the same day, within minutes of
each other.

Emily’s and Wendy’s babies were born within a couple
of minutes. When they talked about it, which they did often, they
knew it was the order of conception, as well as the time. Aaron and
Paul had entered them within minutes of each other. They had spread
their seed and semen willingly as quickly as they could.

The two of them often ended up holding hands and
laughing about the mess they had made that night. And what a mess
it was. Two beautiful children, fathered by men they loved and
respected so much.

Rebecca was just as pleased. Even though she had
been unable to carry to term, she was as happy as the rest of them
for their good fortunes. She immediately volunteered as a wet nurse
for the two women.

Both Emily and Wendy were good mothers. Activities
at the mall and the gym ceased completely. Wendy loved taking her
child to the parks during the week to check out the young
stay-at-home men walking their babies in strollers.

All she did was look. She didn’t touch any more.

Although, there were one or two that tempted her
sorely.

 


No matter how friendly everyone was to the neighbors
next door, they would never spend any time chatting over the hedge.
No one could figure out why the couple never waved or spoke. They
ignored all their neighborly attempts at friendship.

Only Aaron knew, and he never said a word.

###

 


 



 


 


Coming




 


Eroticum

In the beginning

Rebecca has it
all - a boyfriend and romantic partner, a comfortable home, and
good friends and neighbors. Still, somewhere deep inside, she
slowly begins to become aware that she is lacking something in her
life. Her sense of disaffection only increases when her comfortable
existence is threatened by a man igniting an intense hunger that
she has never before experienced. Adult content.

 


Eroticum 2

Mall of love

Rebecca finds
herself uneasy with her newfound freedom. An attempt to become
pregnant and return a sense of normalcy into her debauched life
fails. Her subsequent recovery is hampered by the emergence of a
woman competing with her for the affection of the love of her life.
Will she force herself to make a choice, or will she accept
circumstance and fall in love all over again? Adult content.

 


Eroticum 3

End of the
beginning

College
students unload their moving van across the street. The woman
relocate their lawn chairs and their libidos to the front yard to
watch the antics of the scantily-clad eye candy. Hilarity ensues as
the women present a tempting target for the actions of a successful
few who overcome any objections the women have and take over the
house and the emotions of those in it. Adult content.

 


Eroticum 4

Ticket to ride

Our lovers
re-unite to come full circle to the place where it all began.
Random acts of kindness result in random acts of love in the
conclusion to this four-part story concerning the lives of five
people that revolve around each other to the benefit of all. Adult
content.

 


Eroticum 5

Make it and take it

Neighbors
helping neighbors is the theme in this adventure tale of love and
lust. The new couple next door require help moving in. A volunteer
construction worker agrees to help out, and the games, already in
progress, begin for real. Adult content.

 


Eroticum 6

Breast friends

Love is tested
when needy men take matters into their own hands and grab as much
as they can before the women revolt. All ends well when great minds
think alike to achieve a satisfactory and fulfilling conclusion to
this dairy fairy tale. Adult content.

 


Eroticum 7

Good neighbors

Gym workouts
are difficult enough when you know what you’re doing. When you’re
trying to fake it to get the attention of the hottie next door, all
sorts of problems raise their ugly head. Adult content.

 


Eroticum 8

Love me good time

Rebecca is
still searching for love until she finally discovers it in the
young man she allows to put the moves on her. Perhaps she’s putting
the moves on him, too, or maybe they’re equally guilty of shared
attraction and unbridled passion culminating in a finale so
strange, so weird, that no one is sure what happened or where it
all went wrong. Adult content.

 


Eroticum 9

Good neighbors, better
friends

Road trips
abound. New friendships ensue. All roads lead to a final reuniting
of old friends and new acquaintances. Adult content.

 


Eroticum 10

Pedaling ass

Rebecca crashes
in to a tree on a bicycle trail and ends up in the arms of an older
man intent on healing her. Much to her dismay, the man fails, and
she must hire someone to defend her against the charges that ensue
when she ends up covered in blood in the bed of a murdered man.
Adult content.

 


Eroticum 11

Love just is

Emily is beside
herself when Aaron leaves. Unsure of what to do with herself and
feeling deserted, she finally accepts that he is gone for good and
begins her life all over again beginning with graduation and a
successful job. A new man in her life provides the impetus to
change her life around and grow up. Adult content.

 


Eroticum 12

This is the end

The conclusion
to the festival of warm bodies, immature adults and sexually
frustrated women ends the tension as everyone gets on with their
lives and grows up in the process. Adult content.

 


Eroticum 13

One for all

Samantha allows
herself to be bamboozled by Paul into thinking she could be
pregnant by him. Wendy opens her arms and welcomes the woman into
the generous bosom of her family. Samantha learns that pregnancy is
an impossibility and takes matters into her own hands. Will she
depart for what she thinks is a greener pasture? Only time will
tell. Adult content.

 


Eroticum 14

Lovers’ Leap
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